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	Strength of will

**You all asked for it and here it is! This is my current story. No prologue since the Valentines' one shot counted as it. If you didn't read that first, go do so now.**

**Pause your DVR while you read it.**

**So you read it? What do you think? You like it? You really like it? I feel honored. I'd like to thank the academy and- oh there's no time for this now on to the story! **

**Sorry about the wait though. Finals and Spring Break and Netflix. **

**I'm not sure where you are getting all these ideas about him being 24, but that wasn't my intention. Although it does give me great ideas for later stories. Oh and she went to his apartment in Virginia not the one in NY.**

**R&E**

**-Gamblinman**

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Disclaimer: I do not own the Underland Chronicles otherwise this would be a sequel not a fanfiction. **

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**LOL**

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

The Overland's moonlight illuminated the buildings' rooftops as I skip and leap across, gliding over the open spaces that separate them. Most people wouldn't be able to manage to cross over the empty spaces but I am not most people. My Underland training is more than enough experience to handle this.

The steady beat of my footsteps echoes in the night. I'm getting over excited. I need to calm down. My footfalls need to be masked, they're too loud. I calm myself and the noise of my feet slowly fades.

As I run my mind wanders. What has he been doing all this time? Has he found another girl? He can't have. Even if he did, he would tell me, but I seriously doubt it, even in separation he is loyal. Unlike others.

Am I going to tell him? Would he be mad? I don't think so. Even if he is, it isn't my fault. It's not like I chose it. I am not even happy about this.

I can't believe I am going to keep this secret from him. He never keeps secrets from me.

That's not completely true; he did neglect to inform me that the Bane had been under Regalia. But I forgave him for that. At least, I think I did. There are a lot of things I need to forgive, and even more apologies I need to make, not only to Gregor. Maybe someday I'll actually make them.

I land with a THUD as I make a particularly far leap.

I'd like to believe that nothing's changed, but I think we all know that isn't true. Everything's changed in such a short amount of time. In just a matter of months the Underland has turned to Anarchy. I do not need to have been here for long to know that things have changed here as well. I've heard tidbits of conversations. Terrorist attacks. Something called Isis. Even since the time I've been here things have grown darker.

But as dark as things get there is still always light. In everyday acts of kindness. It is in a smile. It is in a simple look. There is always light. The people up here just need to realize that. Light is hope. In the Underland, light is life. **(Go in depth with this one, it's more philosophical than I could write).**

The light across the street is the same one I've been looking for since I came up here. The light shines brightly even in the darkness that falls.

The light gives me a feeling I haven't felt in a while…

The light is what I haven't had for a while…

The light is what I've needed for so long…

…hope.

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Insert Valentines Fic here :P**

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Gregor's POV **

I regret breaking my clock. It's horrible. It can't tell time, but it can still tick. Tick tick tick goes the f-ing clock. Stupid f-ing clock.

Of all the stupid decisions I hate this one almost most of all. Just under, well you know.

I feel so stupid. Like an emotional teenage girl. What a brave warrior I am. Such courage, very not cry, in the words of Doge.

Geez, now my pillow is drenched as well. I'm at that stage now where I hate everything. Right after you cry to death. Anyone else do that? Just me? Okay then. Guess I'm the only emotionally unstable one in the crowd.

THUMP! A soft sound echoes outside. It was almost too soft to hear, but after being in the Underland for so long, I guess my hearing improved. A shadow slides onto the window pane as its owner came closer to the window. I see the flash of a hand as it quickly slides my window up, opening it and inviting itself in for a chat. As the figure leaps inside, closing the window behind it swiftly, I reach onto my bedside table and grab my Leatherman, flicking it open and pointing its tip at the intruder's back.

The intruder wears a cloak, and a rather ragged one at that. The cloak is black; my guess is that it is so that the intruder can lurk around at night unseen. The intruder is tall, a smidge taller than I am, and I'm considered tall for my age. Most of the intruder's height comes from her legs. I can assume it's a girl from the legs and her body shape in general.

Something seems a little sad about her, but still there is a regal aura about her. And there's a knife held in her left hand. Her grip, the way her hand is grasping tightly at the handle of her knife, the way she holds the blade not downward, but slightly pointed behind her, as if she's paranoid about a sneak attack.

A thought forms in my head, tugging my mind toward the only outcome there is. It can't be real, but it's right in front of me, for my eyes to see.

And my suspicions become true as the hooded head turns and my brown eyes meet veronica ones.

"Do you seriously believe that you could defend yourself from me by wilding that?" Queen Luxa of Regalia asks shocked by the size of my knife as she turns around to look me dead on.

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Luxa's POV**

Have you ever thought you knew someone, and then they let you down? You ever teach someone your own habits (because they are the right way to do things) and then they do something different that is completely incorrect? That's what I'm faced with as I see Gregor for the first time in what seems like a lifetime. That's right, it felt like a lifetime, and I walk in on him holding a miniscule knife, and not only that but he's holding it completely wrong. Not that I expect him to hold it the way I do (that take years of practice) but even the palace guards had better form that he is exhibiting right now.

My disappointment is astounding.

"W-what?" He stutters out, astonished.

"Your blade. It is diminutive. Had I been a real intruder you would not be able to defend yourself with such a puny weapon"- I start before Gregor tackles me in an embrace dropping his knife behind him on his way. The feeling of his solid body wrapping up mine, it's been something I've longed for a while now. Not that I'll admit it…

"I can't tell you how much I've missed you." He breathed and I felt my heart lighten. So he does still love me. This is what I was hoping for.

"I felt the same way." I respond, feeling guilty but not showing it. His grip gets tighter before he releases me.

"What are you doing here?" He asks me curiously worried.

Oh, right. This is not a pleasure trip. This is all business.

"Gregor, you are needed in the Underland."

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Hey, it's been a while. Honestly this was supposed to go out last night, but I got sidetracked. Kobe's last game**

**Anyway if you love the story so far, smash that follow and fave button, and leave a review, and if you like me hit that follow and fave button for more content. (lol I sound like a youtuber)**

**This wasn't my best piece of work, but it is satisfactory. **

**Important announcement! This is officially a story and I need your input. Do you want 2 medium chapters a week, or one longer one? Let me know! **

**Another announcement: I will be doing review responses next chapter, please use some sort of name, and not Guest, otherwise you'll have a hard time figuring out who it's for. **

**Personal news! My robotics team is going to world champs in St. Louis and I may not be able to post from the 26****th**** to the 1****st****. Anyone else in FIRST robotics? **

**Bad news. Of late my great grandma died. So if I'm a little off my game, that's why. I'm going to her funeral after school.**

**But enough of the personal crap please do review and follow, and I'll be back next time.**

_**May fate deal you your destined hand**_

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Chapter question: What is Luxa guilty about? What is she hiding?**

**PPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPPP**

**Later!**


End file.
